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The  End  of  the  Century 

'T'HERE  comes  a  pause  at  eventide,  a  rest 

When  daylight  wanes,  ere  all  the  scenes  we 

know, 

Shrouded  in  twilight,  vague  and  distant  grow, 
And  drowsy  birds  sit  dreaming  by  their  nest, 
What  time  the  wayfarer,  who  to  the  crest 
Of  some  steep  hill  hath  climbed,  sees  in  a  glow 
The  road  where  he  hath  journeyed  winding  low, 
With  landmarks  looming  far  into  the  West. 

So  doth  between  the  Past  and  Future  rise 
This  Year — a  hill  at  sunset,  whence  we  view 
Transfigured  time  in  gleams  of  memory. 
In  mists  of  fear  our  path  to  eastward  lies, 
Where  like  a  silver  moon,  Hope  lights  the  new 
Strange  country  of  the  unknown  Century. 

A.D.  1900 


The  Cat  and  the  Fire 

(Dedicated  to  the  memory  of  my  cat  MIKE,  whose  firelight 
meditations  inspired  these  verses.) 

PROLOGUE 

HPHE  silent  frost  of  Christmastide  crept  all  the 

house  around, 
As   dusky  twilight   dimly  fell  and  hushed  each 

wakeful  sound. 
Without,  the   stars  were   peeping,  and  within  the 

curtained  room 
The  fire   aglow  within  the  grate,  dispelled  the 

shades  and  gloom. 
A  crackling  noise,  a  shower  of  sparks,  an  azure 

flame  of  light, 
A  waving  spire  of  glancing  fire  made  the  dark 

chimney  bright; 
The  dead  coal  glowed  with  living  heat,  while  on 

the  hearthrug  sat 

And  purred  before  the  genial  blaze  a  meditative 
cat. 
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Benign  approval  beamed  from  out  those  orbs  of 

emerald  green, 
As  straight  he  sat  upon  the  mat  all  in  the  fiery 

sheen, 
With  forward  ears  and  head  erect  and  tail  curled 

tightly  round, 

His    mind,    in   wonder,    all    intent    upon    the 
crackling  sound. 


T/t2  Cafs  Question 

"  Fire !  Fire  !  sparkling  bright, 
Wonder  of  my  dazzled  sight 
Through  the  frosty  hours  of  night, 

What  art  thou? 

Who  and  whence  and  wherefore  come 
Genial  spirit !  to  my  home, 
Golden  god  of  glorious  heat? 
For  it  seemeth  that  we  meet 
With  a  rapture  dread  and  sweet, 
And  in  thee  a  friend  I  greet 
Of  long  ago." 
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A    Voice  from  the  Fire 

"  Child  of  the  king  of  the  jungle, 
I  hear  thy  song  from  the  dark; 

Through  the  burning  gleams 

Of  my  soul  it  seems 
One  that  I  knew  in  forgotten  dreams; 
One  that  I  loved  through  ages  long; 
For  wakening  memories  swarm  and  throng 
And  kindle  in  flame  as  I  hark. 

Countless  millions  of  ages 

Have  passed  in  the  dark  and  the  cold, 

As,  fast  asleep 

In  the  earth  so  deep, 
Bound  by  a  spell  to  a  dungeon-keep, 
Dead  I  have  lain,  till  now,  once  more, 
I  live;   and  dreams  of  the  days  of  yore 

Like  leaves  of  a  book  unfold. 

There  rises  a  vision  before  me; 
That  wonderful  forest  of  old, 

Where  I  drank  the  dew 

As  I  spread  and  grew, 
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While  the  broad  sun  sank  through  the  fading  blue, 
And  the  stars,  whose  souls  have  a  kindred  light, 
Sailed  on  high  in  the  summer  night, 

Till  the  hours  of  the  dark  were  told. 


For  I  was  the  lord  of  the  forest, 
A  giant,  both  strong  and  tall, 

Though  winds  might  blow 

And  the  trees  bend  low, 
Under  the  weight  of  the  Winter  snow, 
Erect  I  stood — my  waving  crest 
By  the  kiss  of  the  sun  was  in  jewels  dressed 

E'en  to  the  day  of  my  fall. 


For  the  sun  in  the  heaven  once  loved  me, 
And  with  beams  of  his  heat  and  his  light 

To  this  heart  gave  dower 

Of  a  deathless  power, 

And  these  my  flames  are  the  fruit  and  flower 
Of  his  love  for  the  forest  tree  of  yore — 
And  thou  art  kin  to  the  beast  whose  roar 
Pealed  through  my  glades  at  night. 
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The  Song  of  the  Cat 

At  the  music  of  thy  song 
Memories  within  me  throng 
Of  the  nights  departed  long, 

Long  ago. 

For  a  picture  forms  and  fades, 
Half  remembered  forest  glades, 
Where  of  old  I  used  to  dwell, 
In  what  shape  I  cannot  tell ; 
Yet,  methinks,  I  knew  thee  well, 
Giant  of  the  woodland  dell, 

Long,  long  ago. 

Fire !   I  am  like  to  thee, 
For  my  spirit  leapeth  free, 
With  a  wild  and  joyous  glee 

As  thy  flame. 

And  my  lion-gendered  soul 
Brooketh  never  man's  control, 
But  while  hill-side  echoes  ring 
To  the  roar  of  Nature's  king, 
So  in  spirit  kings  are  we 
Still  through  all  eternity. 
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Eke  in  substance  and  in  name 
Changed  are  we,  and  yet  the  same; 
Something  in  my  spirit  dwells 
Born  within  thy  forest  dells. 
When  thou  wast  a  forest-tree, 
Lo  !  thou  wast  a  friend  to  me, 

But  an  age  remoter  far 
Knew  thee  in  the  whirling  star, 
Whence  was  born  the  shining  sun, 
Ere  the  spinning  spheres  had  spun, 
Fire  !  star  !  and  forest  tree  ! 
Thou  hast  known  Eternity. 

Vow  of  Cat  and  Fire  together 

By  the  life  that  still  shall  last 
Be  our  bonds  of  friendship  fast 
Now  as  in  all  ages  past. 


Rondel 

TN  the  sunshine  or  the  rain, 

In  the  meadow  or  the  street, 
You  and  I  some  time  shall  meet, 

Greet,  and  kiss,  and  part  again. 
Oh!   to  part  is  bitter  pain, 

But  a  glimpse  is  passing  sweet 
In  the  sunshine  or  the  rain, 

In  the  meadow  or  the  street. 

Meetings,  partings,  link  the  chain 
Of  our  life — Beneath  our  feet 

Flowers  fade,  yet  birds  repeat, 
Year  by  year,  the  old  refrain 

In  the  sunshine  or  the  rain, 
In  the  meadow  or  the  street. 


Rondeau 

''I ""HE  sweetest  time  the  year  doth  bring 

Is  this  first  flushing  of  the  Spring, 
Cowslip  and  bluebell  all  around 
With  gold  and  purple  paint  the  ground, 
And  to  the  wind  their  odours  fling; 

For  now  do  weald  and  woodland  ring 
With  songs  of  love ;   while  on  the  wing 
The  swallow  fares  till  she  has  found 
The  sweetest  time. 

So  fain  would  I  to  childhood  cling, 
Nor  lose  so  fair  and  bright  a  thing, 
Though  later  life  with  joy  were  crowned, 
For  then  do  hope  and  faith  abound, 
And  'tis  of  all  that  life  doth  bring 
The  sweetest  time. 
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Villanelle 

HP  HE  daylight  wanes  and  sun  is  set, 

But  yonder  in  the  clouds  on  high 
The  golden  beams  will  linger  yet. 

The  dew  upon  the  grass  is  wet, 

Sweet  starlight  shimmers  in  the  sky, 
Now  daylight  wanes  and  sun  is  set. 

Then  trouble  not  your  heart  nor  fret, 

For  though  this  hour  shall  pass  and  die, 
The  golden  beams  will  linger  yet. 

The  past  we  never  can  forget, 

From  scene  to  scene  as  birds  we  fly, 
Till  daylight  wanes  and  sun  is  set. 

Those  happy  hours  wherein  we  met — 

Dead — as  the  sunset  gone — but  I 
See  golden  beams  that  linger  yet. 
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Rays  of  a  love  that  will  not  let 

Life's  partings  triumph — Friend,  good-bye  1 
Though  daylight  wane  and  sun  be  set 
Love's  golden  beams  shall  linger  yet. 
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Triolet 

\\ 7"HEN  last  we  walked  together,  dear, 

Amid  the  cowslips  on  the  lea, 
The  linnets  sang  in  chorus  clear, 
When  last  we  walked  together,  dear, 
You  told  of  all  your  hope  and  fear. 
But,  Oh !   the  days  seem  long  to  me 
Since  last  we  walked  together,  dear, 
Amid  the  cowslips  on  the  lea. 


A  Sestina :    Memories 

HPHEY  rise  in  the  deep  silence  of  a  dream, 

By  day  or  night,  and  as  the  stars  they  fade, 
What  time  the  present  looming  like  a  cloud 
Veils  from  our  sight  the  vision  of  the  past, 
And  all  the  brightness  of  the  inner  light 
Dies  as  the  starlight  in  the  dawning  dies. 

The  image  mirrored  on  the  water  dies 

When  wandering  winds   have  wakened   from   its 

dream 

The  slumbering  lake — E'en  so  methinks  the  light 
Of  memory  in  our  souls  doth  wane  and  fade : 
Change,  grief,  and  age  may  dull  the  distant  past 
And  whelm  it  in  the  darkness  of  a  cloud. 

Yet,  hidden  in  the  thickness  of  the  cloud, 
The  secret  of  the  spirit  never  dies; 
Again,  when  mist  and  storm  are  fled  and  past, 
In  all  the  wonder  of  a  waking  dream 
Dawns  the  lost  vision,  dawns  to  bloom  and  fade, 
And  bloom  once  more  a  flower  of  living  light. 

c  2 
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Echoes  of  songs  long  sung,  emprisoned  light 
Held  captive  as  the  sunbeam  in  the  cloud, 
What  shall  I  call  you,  ye  that  flower  and  fade? 
Ghosts  of  dead  blossoms,  or  a  dream  that  dies? 
Nay,  cherished  memories !   ye  are  no  dream, 
But  the  true  vision  of  a  deathless  past. 

For  all  the  vanished  moments  that  are  past 
Live  yet  amid  the  gleam  and  vivid  light 
Of  the  swift-winged  hour  that  mortals  dream 
The  one  reality.     Time  is  the  cloud, 
Time  the  delusion,  and  the  day  that  dies 
Fades  but  to  flower  as  the  roses  fade. 

Yet  never  in  the  spirit-garden  fade 
Such  blossoms,  but  the  future  and  the  past 
Grow  all  entwined  in  one.     There  only  dies 
Death,  life's  dark  shadow,  born  of  that  brief  light 
Which  is  not  light,  but  very  mist  and  cloud 
To  seers  who  know  the  vision  from  the  dream. 

Let  no  man  dream  the  face  once  loved  may  fade. 
Nor  time  o'ercloud  the  pictures  of  the  past, 
For  such  are  of  the  light  that  never  dies. 


21 


The  Land  of  Dream  and  the 
Land  of  True  Vision 


Sunl  geminae  Somni  portae:  quarum  altera  fertur 
Cornea  ;  qua  veris  facilis  datur  exitus  Umbris  : 
Altera  candenti  perfecta  nitens  elephanto ; 
Sed  falsa  ad  coelum  mittunt  insomnia  Manes. 

^Eneid  VI. 

T    IKE  the  faint  sparkle  of  a  morning  star 
•^     Hid  by  the  blinding  beams  of  rising  day 
The  spirit  shines  unseen,  and  from  afar 
Holds  her  mysterious  sway. 

For  still  unknown  throughout  the  sun-bright  hours 
Sleepeth  the  soul  within  her  house  of  thought, 

A  prisoner  beneath  her  palace  towers 
In  solitude,  unsought. 
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But  when  the  torch  of  life's  more  ardent  flame 
Wanes  to  a  dull  red  in  the  deepening  night, 

The   captive's   bonds   are  loosed :   she  hears  her 

name 
Cried  from  beyond  the  light. 

A  thousand  voices  call  her,  till  a  tide 

Of  music  floods  the  soul  and  bears  her  o'er 

Beyond  the  harbour  lights  with  sails  spread  wide 
Toward  the  far  time-less  shore. 

The  chains  of  sense  are  loosed,  the  sails  of  sleep 
Swell  in  the  wind  until  the  winged  bark 

Flies  like  a  sea  bird  o'er  the  sounding  deep 
Amid  the  gathering  dark. 


The  land  of  Dream  is  entered  by  a  door — 
A  shining  portal  in  the  shifting  sea, 

Bedight  with  legend  of  forgotten  lore 
Carven  in  ivory. 

A  hundred  fretted  pinnacles  and  spires 

Rise  from  the  giant  gateway  gleaming  white 

And  red  with  mirrored  sheen  of  earthly  fires, 
A  wonder  to  the  sight. 
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Now  o'er  the  threshold,  wafted  by  that  tide 
Of  mystic  harmony,  behold  we  stand 

In  bluebell-scented  meadows  stretching  wide — 
A  visionary  land. 

Here  dwells  sweet  comfort  for  the  aged  wight 
Weary  with  climbing  Life's  long  rugged  hill, 

For  here  the  vanished  face  and  lost  delight 
Await  the  dreamer  still. 

His  cherished  home,  the  loves  of  long  ago, 
His  early  childhood  lives  to  greet  him  here ; 

He  sees  the  flowers  with  purer  colours  glow, 
He  feels  that  heaven  is  near. 

And  now  the  silver  splendour  of  the  moon 
Enchants  the  woods,  and  now  the  golden  day, 

The  warmth  and  glory  of  an  August  noon 
Or  fragrance  of  the  May. 

Here  too  are  tracts  of  forests  dark  with  Fear, 
Where  formless  monsters  and  pale  spectres  dwell, 

Long  lonely  ways  and  deserts  dim  and  drear 
As  solitudes  in  Hell. 
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Enchanted  country !   Art  thou  but  a  land 
Of  error  and  a  false  delusive  snare 

For  those  who  at  the  ivory  portal  stand 
And  seek  to  enter  there? 

I  trow  not,  yet  there  is  another  gate  : 
A  gate  of  polished  horn — beyond  it  lie 

The  spirit-fields  of  Truth  where  soon  or  late 
The  unchained  soul  shall  fly. 

From  the  dream-country,  on  a  bridge  of  trance 
The  wandering  soul  may  reach  the  farther  shore 

Of  the  dividing  stream  and  swiftly  glance 
In  at  the  open  door. 

Or  through  the  Gate  of  Horn  some  ghost  may  glide 
To  greet  the  dreamer,  and  a  moment  stay, 

Until  the  voices  o'er  the  ebbing  tide 
Call  him  from  far  away. 


Mists  of  the  morning  rise  and  dreamlight  pines : 
The  ship  glides  backward  from  the  gates  of  Sleep, 

Drawn  by  the  falling  tide,  till  clearer  shines 
The  home-light  on  the  deep. 
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Day  chains  the  soul,  and  all  her  courage  quells, 
While  kindling  in  the  dawn  his  flickering  brand, 

Nor  recks  nor  heedeth  aught  the  captive  tells 
Of  dream  or  spirit-land. 
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Twilight  Song 

C  LEEP  !    Sleep  ! 

Softly  the  shadows  creep 
Over  the  shining  sky, 
Over  the  swirling  deep. 

Sleep  !     Sleep ! 

Red  as  the  light  of  a  smouldering  fire 
Burneth  the  glowing  West, 
Red  is  the  mountain  crest. 

Sleep  !     Sleep  ! 

For  the  cawing  rooks  to  their  homes  will  fly, 
And  twittering  sparrows  each  in  turn 

Fall  under  the  twilight  spell, 
As,  veiled  in  the  folds  of  the  purple  night, 
Fades  into  gloom  the  golden  light 
Of  the  passing  day. 
Sleep !    Sleep  ! 
The  stars  in  turn  appear, 

Whispering  far  away, 
While  the  echo  of  day  is  here, 
Till  bright  in  the  deepening  sky  they  tell 
Their  tale  to  the  drowsed  ear. 
Sleep !    Sleep ! 
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For  our  spirits  awake  in  sleep, 
While  the  purer  starlight  gleams, 
They  wake  to  a  world  of  dreams, 
And  the  twilight  hour  in  the  dawning  grey 
Brings  light  to  our  souls  that  are  dark  by  day, 
The  light  that  is  born  of  sleep. 
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The  Mort-Stone 

'T'HE  dark  soft  heather  clothed  the  hill 

With  a  gown  of  purple  hue, 
And  the  summer  sunshine  cheerily 

Drank  up  the  drops  of  dew, 
Till  a  warm  breath  rose  from  the  sun-steeped  soil 

To  blend  with  the  wind  that  blew. 

Alone  I  sat  on  the  furze-clad  hill 

One  morning  in  July, 
And  I  watched  the  snow-white  seabirds'  wings 

Wheeling  and  floating  by, 
As  the  foam-flakes  flew  o'er  the  wavelets  blue 

Beneath  a  cloudless  sky. 

Far  down  amid  the  swirling  waves 

The  cruel  Mort-stone  lay, 
An  island-rock  in  the  sunlit  sea 

Where  the  breakers  curl  and  play, 
Where  many  a  gallant  ship  of  yore 

Foundered  in  Morthoe  Bay. 
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I  gazed  at  the  stone  till  it  cast  a  spell 
Of  gloom  o'er  the  sunshine  bright, 

Till  methought  I  heard  in  the  roaring  wind 
Of  a  dreary  winter  night 

The  helpless  cries  of  a  death-doomed  crew 
In  the  dim  December  light. 

In  the  twinkling  of  an  eye  it  came, 

And  passed  in  a  moment's  flash, 
The  roar  and  the  shriek  and  the  grating  grind, 

The  billows'  thunder  crash, 
As  the  ship  was  swept  to  the  fatal  rock 

By  the  waves  that  leap  and  dash. 

It  was  but  a  vision  of  what  had  been; 

And  lo  !   in  the  waning  light, 
On  the  cold  grey  rocks  in  the  glancing  foam 

There  is  seen  a  ghostly  sight — 
For  the  victims  wrecked  on  that  old  Mort-stone 

Stand  on  the  rocks  at  night. 

The  little  lad  and  the  fair-haired  maid 

By  the  sea-worn  sailors  stand, 
Father  and  mother  and  child  and  friend, 

Behold  them  hand  in  hand 
Watching  there  by  the  rising  tide 

And  the  wave  that  seeks  the  land. 
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They  are  only  the  dreams  of  the  old  Mort-stone 

As  in  sleep  it  murmurs  low, 
Whispering  "wreck"  to  the  falling  tide, 

It  chants  it  loud  to  the  flow, 
But  the  dream  has  dimmed  the  sunbright  sky 

With  the  mists  of  long  ago. 


The  Sea  Bird's  Song  to  the 
Lion  Rock 

OENTINEL  Rock!    Watching  alone, 

There  in  the  surf  of  the  sounding  sea, 

Formed  like  a  lion  of  silent  stone, 
Gazing  over  the  ocean  free; 

Thy  grim  head  rests  on  an  outstretched  paw, 
But  thy  thoughts  are  hidden  and  sealed  from  me, 
Crouching  beast  in  the  bounding  sea. 

Comrades  are  we  in  the  storm  and  shine. 

But  ere  I  looked  on  the  ocean  strand 
Thou  wert  there  in  the  spray  and  brine, 

Mounting  guard  o'er  the  Cornish  land, 
Doomed  and  chained  by  a  fatal  law. 

Lonely  sentinel,  speak  to  me  ! 

Crouching  there  in  the  bounding  sea. 
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In  the  blush  of  the  dawn  as  I  wheel  and  float 
I  have  seen  thee  glow  in  the  ruddy  light; 

We  two  have  gazed  on  the  sinking  boat, 

And  weathered  the  storm  in  the  howling  night. 

Turned  to  stone  by  a  wizard's  spell, 
Is  thy  soul  asleep?     Oh,  answer  me, 
Crouching  beast  in  the  bounding  sea  ! 

Dost  thou  bask  in  the  sheen  of  the  noonday  sun, 
And  feel  the  lash  and  the  stinging  spray 

Of  the  wave,  or  see  when  the  day  is  done 
Moonlight  mirrored  in  yonder  bay? 

In  vain  I  cry,  for  thou  wilt  not  tell 

Thine  age-long  dreams  to  a  bird  like  me — 

Lonely  Rock  in  the  bounding  sea ! 
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The  Moon-Dream 

T  TPON  a  wild  September  night  I  stood 

Beside  my  window,  while  the  autumn  wind 
Fled  wailing  o'er  the  garden  and  the  wood, 
His  long  lost  peace  to  find. 

And  ever  shriller  through  the  creaking  door, 
And  ever  louder  shrieked  the  mighty  blast, 

Till  in  the  chimney  a  great  gust  did  roar 
Fiercer  than  all  the  last. 

The  weary  presence  of  a  wild  unrest, 
Remorse  and  longing  and  a  wailing  cry 

For  something  lost,  echoed  from  out  the  west, 
The  clouds  were  chased  on  high. 

The  haunting  spirit  of  the  world,  to  me 

It  seemed :  the  woods  bent  low  before  its  sway, 

And  branches  broke,  and  the  strong  cedar  tree 
Was  wounded  in  the  fray. 
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But  in  the  spaces  of  the  flying  cloud, 
Alone  and  careless  both  of  hope  and  fear, 

And  earthly  tempests  rolling  long  and  loud, 
The  moon  shone  full  and  clear. 


Then  a  great  yearning  filled  my  restless  soul 
To  feel  no  more  the  strife,  the  wild  despair, 

The  storm  and  sadness  that  pervade  the  whole 
Of  our  Earth  everywhere. 

To  cull  no  more  her  roses,  lest  the  thorn 
Should  turn  their  sweetness  into  bitter  pain, 

Nor  let  my  heart  with  love  be  ever  torn, 
Lest  it  should  meet  disdain. 

"  O,  peaceful  moon,"  I  cried,  "  so  calm  and  bright, 
I  would  that  I  might  dwell  in  thee  alone, 

Rocked  in  a  dreamless  slumber,  soft  and  light, 
Apart  from  every  one." 

Forthwith  I  laid  me  on  my  couch  to  sleep, 
But  waking  still  I  saw  the  silent  beam 

Of  moonlight  softly  through  my  chamber  creep, 
And  then  I  dreamed  a  dream. 
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Methought  I  heard  a  voice  that  cried  from  far, 
"Behold,  thy  life  upon  the  Earth  shall  cease, 

And  in  yon  shining  globe  no  storm  shall  mar 
Thy  life  of  perfect  peace/' 

And  did  I  rise  and  climb  that  silver  ray? 

Or  was  I  upward  drawn,  or  had  I  flown 
Into  the  quiet  Moon?  for  it  was  day 

And  I  was  there  alone. 

A  wilderness,  all  void  of  life  or  sound, 

Stretched  barren,  lone  and  silent  everywhere, 

And  the  strong  sunlight  on  the  stony  ground 
Shone  with  a  dead  white  glare. 

No  trees  or  grasses  waved  within  my  sight, 
No  creature  stirred ;  no  bird  was  on  the  wing, 

Only  great  mountains  reared  their  rocky  height, 
There  was  no  living  thing. 

Huge   craters    scarred   the    landscape   drear    and 

dread, 

Strange  beast-like  forms  of  hard  and  silent  stone, 
I  only  breathed,  for  all  that  world  was  dead. 
And  I  was  there  alone. 
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The  heavens  above  were  dark  and  void  of  light, 
Yet  in  the  midst,  a  dazzling  orb  of  flame, 

The  sun  shone;   and  amid  that  sky  of  night 
The  fair  wan  starlight  came. 


And  then,  methought,  I  wandered  many  days, 
Alone  across  the  waste  and  rocky  land, 

Until  I  passed  beyond  the  burning  rays 
That  scorched  the  desert  sand. 


When  all  at  once  there  rose  into  my  view 
What  seemed  to  be  a  living  sparkling  sphere, 

'Twas  four  times  broader  than  the  sun,  and  blue,* 
And  shed  a  radiance  clear 


Upon  the  moon-land  lone  and  dead  and  cold, 
That  even  while  I  gazed  I  gave  a  cry, 

For  lo !   it  was  the  Earth  I  did  behold, 
So  bright  in  that  dark  sky. 


The  diameter  of  the  Earth  as  seen  from  the  Moon 
would  appear  four  times  longer  than  that  of  the  Moon  or 
Sun  as  seen  from  the  Earth. 
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And  then  a  weary  longing  filled  my  heart 
To  share  with  other  men  the  throbbing  life 

Of  that  fair  planet,  even  though  my  part 
Therein  were  pain  and  strife. 

To  feel  once  more  her  living  breath  around, 
To  watch  her  waves  and  changing  clouds  above, 

I  longed  for  all,  e'en  the  sweet  verdant  ground 
Of  my  own  garden  grove. 

And  then  I  heard  the  still  and  distant  voice 
Which  spake  to  me  before,  but  now  more  near, 

"  What  wilt  thou,  child  ?  Declare  thy  final  choice." 
To  whom  my  answer  clear — 

"O  give  me  Earth  henceforth,  and  let  me  share 
Her  sweetness  and  her  sorrow,  love  and  strife, 

This  calm  were  death,  but  grief  and  pain  and  care 
Make  us  more  strong  for  life." 

And  I  awoke,  and  watched  the  wan  moon  sink 
Behind  the  spreading  cedar  in  the  west, 

Till  morning  rose  above  the  eastern  brink 
Of  the  hill's  wooded  crest. 
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I  heard  the  village  church  bells,  and  the  sound 
Of  happy  children's  voices  sweetly  came. 

The  vision  faded — I  arose,  and  found 
Our  living  world  the  same. 
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A  Love  Song 

TDREATH  of  the  evening,  born  in  the  west, 

Over  the  sunlit  sea, 
Follow  the  maiden  I  love  the  best, 

Find  her  where'er  she  be. 
Tell  her  of  one  who  would  clasp  her  near, 
As  the  breezes  kissing  her  cheek  so  dear, 
Breathing  in  whispers,  soft  and  clear, 

All  that  she  is  to  me. 

Glimmering  star  that  golden  gleams, 

Watching  her  garden  grove, 
Mingle  with  all  her  maiden  dreams 

Influence  from  above, 
Touching  her  heart  in  her  sleep  to-night, 
Filling  her  soul  with  the  tender  light 
Of  love  that  is  fair  and  strong  and  bright, 

Light  of  a  dawning  love. 


Why? 

T   HAD  a  garden  where  bright  blossoms  grew, 
Where  roses  blushed  and  sunflowers  sought 

the  light. 
The  larkspur  opened  buds  of  frosted  blue, 

And  pink  and  pansy  bloomed  before  my  sight, 
Yet  loved  I  most  one  lily  tall : — 

When  evening  dews  began  to  fall 
Her  fragrance  filled  the  silent  hours 

Till  moonlight  crowned  her  Queen  of  Flowers. 
Why  did'st  thou  clamber  o'er  the  garden  wall 

And  pluck  my  lily  fair? 

The  birds  within  my  garden  in  the  Spring, 

To  April  sang  their  jocund  roundelay. 
The  wand'ring  cuckoos  called,  and  late  would  sing 

The  nightingale  throughout  the  nights  of  May ; 
Best  of  my  songsters  did  I  love 

One  robin  in  a  cedar  grove, 
Who  cheered  me  in  the  autumn  chill 

And  early  sought  my  window-sill, 
Ah  !  cruel  Fate,  that  thou  should'st  catch  and  cage 

Of  all  the  birds  that  one ! 
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Lo !   there  are  many  maidens  in  the  land, 

And  some  have  loving  hearts,  and  some  are  fair, 
Some,  like  my  lily,  tall  and  slender  stand, 

With  sunlight  glinting  in  their  golden  hair. 
But  ah !   for  me  there  was  but  one, 

Hers  was  my  heart  and  hers  alone, 
And  thou  hast  plucked  my  lily  white, 

And  caged  the  bird  of  my  delight. 
Of  all  the  maids  why  should'st  thou  steal  mine 
own? 

Why  did'st  thou  take  my  LOVE? 


Spring 


"\  ~\  TAS  it  a  dream  of  death 

That  long  and  silent  sleep  of  the  leafless 

trees  ? 

For  the  warm  south  breeze 
Hath  awakened  the  world  to  gladness  again  with 
his  breath. 

"  Hail,  O  spirit  of  Life  and  Spring ! " 
Call  the  birds,  till  our  own  hearts  ring, 

Making  melody  on  the  wing — 

Joy  flies  home  in  the  budding  spring. 

We  had  mourned  the  vanished  flowers, 

We  deemed  the  song-birds  dead  and  the  nest 

forlorn, 

And  lo !   is  borne 

The  bluebell  scent  on  the  breath  of  the  sun-bright 
hours. 

And  the  almond  tree  and  the  crocus  bright 
They  stir  our  souls  with  a  new  delight, 
Till  joy  long  past  that  had  taken  flight 

Flies  home  with  the  budding  spring. 
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The  Song  of  Autumn 

"  T   am  left  alone,  forlorn; 

No  more  the  blackbirds  sing, 
The  rose  is  withered,  the  flaming  sun 

Of  summer  is  on  the  wing, 
Sailing  off  in  his  shining  boat 

To  the  land  of  the  south  and  the  spring. 

"Deserted  and  left  as  a  queen 

Whose  faithless  lord  has  fled, 
I  am  waiting  still  in  the  silent  halls, 

My  crown  upon  my  head, 
In  my  jewelled  crown  and  my  gleaming  robes 

Of  russet  and  gold  and  red." 

The  Wind  in  his  slumbers  heard, 

And  awoke  with  a  sigh  from  the  sea, 

And  he  said,  "  I  will  be  thy  lover,  O  Queen, 
And  sing  my  songs  to  thee; 

I  will  be  thy  bard  till  the  sea  and  the  land 
Shall  sing  thy  praise  with  me." 
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And  he  rose  in  his  wrath  that  night 

And  hymned  the  cruel  wrong 
Of  Autumn,  left  in  her  wedding  robes, 

In  a  wild  and  passionate  song, 
Till  the  forest  moaned  and  the  waves  were  stirred 

To  their  depth  as  they  leaped  along. 
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PART  I. 

TN  a  daisy-dappled  meadow, 
Softly  gliding  in  a  dream, 
Hid  beneath  her  tangled  rushes, 

Flows  a  solitary  stream, 
Singing  in  the  sunny  glitter 

And  the  softer  starlight  gleam. 

And  her  banks  are  dotted  over 
All  with  tufts  of  primrose  gold, 

Starlike  blossoms  pale  and  slender 
Fragrant  loveliness  unfold, 

Mallow  buds  and  nodding  bluebell 
By  the  brink  you  may  behold. 

One  grey  willow  weepeth  o'er  it, 
And  a  birch  of  silver  hue, 

Where  a  blackbird  softly  singeth 
In  the  early  morning  dew, 

Rambling  on  in  Spring  and  sunshine 
'Neath  a  sky  of  purest  blue. 


46  THE    STREAM 

On  a  day  in  early  summer, 

When  the  hawthorn  buds  were  white, 
To  the  little  stream  I  tell  of 

Came  a  swallow  in  his  flight, 
Flying  from  the  distant  river, 

And  the  ocean  wide  and  bright. 

And  he  whispered  to  the  streamlet 
How  her  course  lay  far  away 

From  the  cowslip-scented  meadows 
And  the  opening  buds  of  May, 

In  a  deep  and  mighty  river, 
Where  a  busy  city  lay. 

But  the  stream  wept  loud  to  hear  it, 
For  she  loved  the  meadows  free, 

With  the  blackbird  and  the  bluebells, 
And  the  weeping  willow  tree, 

Where  the  fields  were  all  familiar, 
And  where  hummed  the  friendly  bee. 

But  she  could  not  stay  her  flowing, 
So  she  leaped  the  rocky  fall, 

Though  her  heart  nigh  broke  for  sorrow 
When  she  heard  the  distant  call 

Of  the  blackbird  on  the  birch  tree, 
'Mid  the  flowers  and  rushes  tall. 
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PART  II. 

Loudly  roars  the  mighty  city, 

And  the  skies  are  dark  and  drear 

With  the  smoke  that  comes  of  labour, 
Veiling  half  the  sunlight  clear. 

Here  is  human  joy  and  sorrow, 
Pain  and  pleasure,  hope  and  fear. 

Broad  and  deep  the  river  glideth, 
Though  she  warbles  not  her  song 

As  of  yore  amid  the  bluebells, 
Babbling  all  the  summer  long ; 

Now  her  tide  is  strong  and  silent, 
And  she  bears  great  ships  along. 

Helping  human  lives  and  labour, 
Thus  she  passeth  on  her  way, 

Seeing  yet  a  grander  beauty 
At  the  closing  of  the  day, 

As  the  sunset  steeped  in  crimson 
Fades  into  a  softer  grey. 
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Yet,  methinks,  when  falls  the  twilight, 
And  the  working  day  is  done, 

Memories  of  the  happy  meadows, 
And  the  springtime  fled  and  gone, 

Stir  the  Spirit  of  the  river, 
In  the  darkness  still  and  lone. 

And  her  little  waves  flow  swiftly, 
On  to  join  the  ocean  free, 

With  a  clearer  song  of  courage 
Than  beneath  the  willow  tree, 

For  at  times  she  catches  glimpses 
Of  the  wide  and  sparkling  sea. 

Yet,  I  ween,  though  she  would  never 
Be  again  that  idle  stream, 

E'en  when  in  the  distant  ocean, 
As  the  stars  begin  to  gleam, 

She  will  hear  the  blackbird  calling 
To  her  softly  in  a  dream. 

She  will  see,  as  in  a  picture, 

A  sweet  valley  far  away, 
And  a  cowslip-scented  meadow, 

And  a  weeping  willow  grey, 
Where  she  flowed,  a  little  streamlet, 

In  the  happy  month  of  May. 
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Two 

"V\  THY  do  they  sit  and  dream 

Here  where  the  noonday  beamv 
Creeps  softly  past  and  shines 

Athwart  the  dusky  pines, 
Burns  on  that  branch  and  glistens  bright. 

On  yonder  birch  with  silver  light? 

Ten  pine  trees  dark  in  shadow  stand 

Like  slender  pillars  round  ; 
The  squirrels  climb  and  bound ; 

And  over  wold  and  moor  and  meadow  land 
Beneath  a  sky  of  August  blue 

Wood  pigeons  coo  : — 

"See  two  old  lovers — Two!" 

"This  was  our  wedding  day," 

The  robin  heard  them  say, 
And  still  he  sings  of  love 

In  yonder  emerald  grove, 
Till  Two  will  all  the  world  forget 

Nor  at  the  past  nor  future  fret, 
But  drink  content  where  Robin  dwells. 
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Sunbeams  once  more 
Shine  as  of  yore, 

The  while  they  seem  to  hear  their  wedding  bells. 
Time  wings  his  way  beyond  the  blue, 
And  pigeons  coo  : — 

"See  two  old  lovers — Two!" 


The  Hollow-Tree  at   the  Gate  of 
Kensington  Gardens 

HP  HERE  stands  in  Kensington  an  ancient  tree, 
Last  left  of  all  his  peers — a  wrinkled  sage, 
Hoary  and  shrunk  with  venerable  age, 
Whose  hollow  trunk  is  girt  with  irons  three. 
Whether  some  by-gone  king  this  elm  may  be — 
Enchanted  by  the  fairy  Kenna's  wand, 
Or  else  some  suitor  whom  she  bade  to  stand 
Captive  and  chained  to  earth  by  stern  decree — 
I  know  not,  but  I've  marked  full  many  a  year 
Spring  after  spring  adorn  with  tender  green, 
Those   rugged   boughs  which  guard  fair   Kenna's 

realm, 

And  heard  the  throstle  calling  sweet  and  clear : 
For  from  a  child  my  aged  friend  has  been 
The  hollow  trunk  of  that  majestic  elm. 

Note. — Kenna,  the  fairy  of  Kensington,  and  daughter  of 
Oberon.  For  her  story  see  TickelPs  poem  on  Ken- 
sington Gardens,  also  Leigh  Hunt's  "  Old  Court  Suburb." 
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To  the  Round  Pond  in  Kensington 
Gardens 

S~\  THOU  that  gazest  ever  on  the  sky, 

Most  changeable  !  yet  constant  in  thy  love, 
For  never  dost  thou  from  the  landscape  move, 
Nor  turn  away  from  heaven  thy  steadfast  eye. 
The  trees  beyond  thy  borders,  dark  and  high, 
Are  in  thy  waters  seen,  a  waving  grove; 
The  radiant  glory  of  the  clouds  above, 
The  wheeling  water-fowl  that  splash  and  fly 
At  evening  o'er  thee — and  yon  distant  spire, 
That  rises  heavenward  in  the  golden  light, 
Old  royal  walls  dark  'gainst  the  sunset  fire, 
The  silver  splendour  of  the  starry  night, 
Sunlight  and  storm,  and  skies  both  dark  and  drear, 
By  turns  are  in  thy  magic  mirror  clear. 
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Sonnet  to  Altair 

A  LTAIR  !   of  all  the  sparkling  company, 

O  thou,  bright  star,  art  dearest  to  mine  eyes; 
How  often  in  the  deep'ning  of  the  skies, 
When  softer  twilight  chased  the  lingering  day, 
How  often  have  I  watched  thy  silver  ray 
Twinkling,  and  o'er  yon  aged  poplar  rise, 
With  thy  companion  star,  and  mount  the  skies, 
While  summer  breezes  wafted  scents  of  May. 
Altair !  though  I  may  leave  my  childhood's  home, 
Though  fate  may  point  me  to  another  shore, 
And  far  from  Kensington  I  have  to  roam — 
Yet,  O  Altair!   when  thy  sweet  light  I'll  see, 
Years  shall  roll  back  and  I  shall  seem  once  more 
To  watch  thee  throbbing  o'er  the  Poplar  Tree. 

Note.— Altair  (or  Al  Tair  :  the  Bird,  in  Arabic),  the  bright 
Star  in  the  constellation  Aquila. 
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Sonnet  to  the  Stars 

"\7E  stars  that  from  my  window  here  I  see, 

Dear  silent  friends ;  how  many  a  happy  year 
Have  you  in  this  my  home  looked  in  on  me 
Like  angel-spirits,  in  the  darkness  clear. 
Oft  at  my  casement  by  the  Shumac  Tree, 
Through  the  green  boughs  that  touch  my  window 

near, 

I've  lingered  to  behold  your  company 
By  turns  upon  the  heavenly  track  appear. 
As  ships,  upon  the  eternal  deep  ye  move — 
First  great  Arcturus  and  blue  Vega  bright, 
The  Bird  Altair,  that  most  of  all  I  love, 
And  solemn  Pegasus  the  mighty  square, 
And  warlike  Aldebaran's  fiery  light — 
I  watch  you  sailing  onward  wondrous  fair. 

Note. — Altair  a.  Aquilae  =  The  bird  in  Arabic. 

The  four  brightest  stars  of  Pegasus  form  a  square. 
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A  Song  of  Springtime 

/^\N  the  wings  of  the  warm  south  wind  she  is 

come, 

Blown  from  over  the  sea, 
Spring  is  come  to  our  English  home, 
With  frolic,  and  mirth,  and  glee. 
The  woods  are  ringing 
With  sweet  birds'  singing, 
The  daffodil  dreams  on  the  lea, 
While  starry  blossoms  of  rosy  hue 
Twinkle  against  a  sky  of  blue 

Up  in  the  almond  tree. 

Sweet  Spring  with  a  flush  of  tender  green 

Lights  all  the  vale  below, 
And  where  she  has  been  are  daisies  seen, 
Like  scattered  flakes  of  snow; 

And  as  sunshine  bright 

Doth  the  golden  light 
Of  the  buttercup  beam  and  glow, 
And  the  streams  are  singing  a  louder  song 
For  their  silent  sleep  through  the  Winter  long, 

As  on  to  the  sea  they  flow. 


Lines  Written  at  Ilkley 

OWIFTLY  over  the  deep  blue  sky, 

Chased  by  the  winds,  the  white  clouds  fly 

O'er  the  moorland  wide. 
And  over  the  crags  and  the  purple  heath, 
Shadow  and  sunshine  sport  beneath, 

On  the  wild  hillside. 

The  rills  are  rushing  with  noise  and  foam, 
Leaping  over  the  rocks  they  come, 

In  their  haste  and  glee. 
Hark  to  the  sound  of  their  joyous  song, 
For  they  sing  of  the  hills  as  they  rush  along 

To  the  distant  sea. 
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"When  Half-Gods  go 
The  Gods  arrive  " 

PART  I. — A  PLAY-WORLD 
Childhood 

OUNBEAMS  sport  in  the  trees, 

They  gleam  and  glance, 
Baby  buds  in  the  breeze 

Are  born  to  dance, 
Fleecy  cloudlets  race  and  fly, 

For  even  in  the  sky 
They  are  all  at  play 
(The  children  say). 

/  know,  for  once,  a  child 

I  dwelt  in  the  World  of  Play 
With  Goblin,  Sprite,  and  Fay; 

Deep  in  the  woodland  wild 
Faces  peered  and  smiled, 

Till  I  heard  their  voices  calling  me 

Amid  the  flowers  sweet, 
And  I  mused  on  many  a  magic  tale 

As  I  walked  along  the  street. 


58  WHEN    HALF-GODS    GO 

That  yew  was  a  haunted  tree, 

And  this  was  a  fairy  dell, 
While  ape-like  forms  that  I  might  not  see 
Peopled  a  whole  "  Play-World  "  for  me, 

A  world  where  I  wont  to  dwell — 

Yet  even  as  the  dreamer  feels  in  the  midst  of  his 

dream, 
The  vision  will  break  at  the  dawn,  even  so  did 

I  know 
In  the  sunlight  of  Truth,  my  Play-World   would 

vanish  away. 


PART  II. — ROMANCE. 
Girlhood 

A  maiden,  I  roamed  in  the  woodlands,  the  fairies 

had  fled, 
The   ape-like   forms   had   gone,   and   the   goblins 

had  vanished  away, 
But    the    flowers   were    sweet  with    a    fragrance 

surpassing  the  fragrance  of  May  : 
A  world  where  wonder  and  love  in  the  sheen  of 

the  summer  were  wed. 
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For  lo  !   my   fairy   land   had  changed  to  a   land 
of  dream 

Lit  by  the  Light  of  Love, 
And  here  in  the  midst  of  the  trees 

In  the  haunted  cedar  grove 

Where  the  goblins  played, 
Methought  I  was  kissed  by  the  breeze. 

Yet  even  as   the  dreamer  feels  in  the   midst  of 

his  dream 
The  vision  will  break  at  the  dawn,  even  so  did 

I  know 
In  the  sunlight  of  Truth  my  dream-world  would 

vanish  away. 


PART  III. — DARKNESS  TO  DAWN 
Youth 

Then  I  cried  to  the  Heaven  above  me  to  show 

me  the  light: 
"  O  Light  of  the  Truth,  shine  forth,  though  thy 

brightness  kill 
The  moonlight  and  magic  of  night ! 
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Though  thy  flame  shall  burn 

The   dews   and   the   sweetness   of    Dawn   from 

the  vale  and  the  hill 
And  shrivel  the  flower  and  the  fern, 

Arise,  O  Light!" 

And  lo !   the  flicker  of  fancy  leaped  and  fled 

Till  the  Earth  lay  dead, 
Silent   and   dumb  were   the   birds,   and   the  land 

lay  still, 
Cruelly  fair   in  its  colour  and  form  as  a   picture 

is  fair, 
Loveless  and  Soulless  and  Godless,  its  corpse  lay 

there. 

For  the  dream-light  pined  away, 
And  glamour  was  rent  from  the  Moon, 

And  glory  had  ebbed  from  the  Day, 
And  died  from  the  sun-lit  noon. 

The    stars    no    longer    gazed  with  love  at  a 

living  Earth. 
I  found  nor  joy  nor  mirth, 

Nor  grief  nor  tears, 

But   soundless   voices   whispered,   and    sang   this 
song  in  mine  ears : 
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"Evolved  from  a  soulless  chance 

We  planets  wheel, 
As  a  drunken  man  we  reel 

In  rhythmic  dance, 
But  "fair"  and  "good"  and  "true" 

Are  thoughts  that  come  to  you, 
And  you  are  a  child  of  chance." 

0  Chance  !     How  strange  to  bring 
From  a  soulless  world  a  soul, 

From  a  dead  machine  a  mind 

That  hears  a  song  in  the  wind 
And  words  where  the  waters  roll ! 
Oh,  such  indeed  were  the  strangest  thing  ! 

But  lo  !   the  picture  stirs — a  sighing  breath 

Fills  all  the  woods  anew. 
Beyond  and  through 

The  speechless  realm  of  death 

1  feel  a  living  Presence  to  be  true : 

One  Thought,  one  Life  in  every  flower  and  tree, 

One  Fire  that  burns  through  all  eternity, 
Whose  spark  lies  hid  in  rock  and  plant  the  same 

And  kindles  into  Flame 
In  Man.     And  glowing  burns  with  deep  desire 

To  mingle  with  the  Fire. 
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The  Charioteer 

"  Let  us  say  that  the  soul  resembles  ...  a  pair  of  winged 
steeds  and  a  charioteer.  ..." 

"  With  us  men  the  supreme  ruler  "  [the  Will]  "  has  a  pair 
of  horses  to  manage  ...  of  these  horses  he  finds  one  noble 
and  of  noble  breed,  but  the  other  of  opposite  descent  and 
opposite  character.  And  thus  it  necessarily  follows  that 
driving  in  our  case  is  no  easy  or  agreeable  work.  ..." 

"They  journey  by  an  uphill  path  to  the  summit  of  the 
heavenly  vault  .  .  .  but  they  are  burdened  by  the  horse  of 
vicious  temper  which  sways  and  sinks  them  towards  the 
earth,  if  haply  he  has  received  no  good  training  from  his 
charioteer." 

PLATO  (The  Phadrus). 

I 

PROLOGUE. 

T  TPON  a  mountain  side  a  chariot  stands 

Mid    rock    and    stone    beneath    a    blazing 

noon; 
Below  are  pastures,  and  rich  meadows  lie 

And  broadening  waters,  while  in  dappled  shade 
And  glints  of  sun,  a  happy  valley  dreams. 

The  shifting  glance  of  the  young  charioteer 
Seems  now  to  linger  on  the  verdant  plain, 

And  now  to  soar  to  the  still  mountain  crest 
Where  lie  the  deathless  snows  beneath  the  blue. 
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The  two  strong  steeds,  with  trembling  hand,  he 
holds, 

For  now  the  chariot  climbs  awhile,  and  now 
It  rocks  as  though  to  hurl  him  from  the  height. 

One  chestnut  courser  chafing  at  the  curb 
Stands  straining  hard  to  wend  the  downward  way, 

But  his  companion,  white  as  drifted  snow, — 
A  mountain  steed  whose  like  was  never  seen 

In  softer  climes — paws  ever  the  hard  soil, 
Restive  to  mount  aloft  on  feathered  wings, 

And  now  with  fiery  mien  and  flowing  mane 
Stamps  with  unresting  hoof  the  stony  ground. 

II 

Song  of  the  Dark  Steed 
"O  drive  not  up  the  steep  hill-side, 

The  bleak  and  stony  hill,  strong  charioteer ! 

The  world  is  wide, 

What  need  to  leave  the  mellow  dale? 
I  am  athirst  for  waters  in  the  vale. 
Hearken  to  yonder  stream  that  sings  below. 

O  let  me  go 

Home,  home  to  those  fair  pastures  that  I  know  ! 
I  cannot  climb  this  mountain,  for  I  fear, 
Strong  Charioteer!" 
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"  I  am  aweary  of  the  noonday  sun 

That  burns  with  fiercer  strength  upon  this  way, 

I  fain  would  cool 
And  slake  my  thirst  in  yonder  shady  pool, 

I'd  see  the  young  foals  play 
And  frolic  in  the  fields  till  day  be  done. 
Bleak  is  the  stony  hill  where  thou  would'st  lead, 
White  Brother  steed!" 

Reply  of  tJte   White  Steed 

"Thou  dark  dull  brother  steed! 

Why  wilt  thou  ever  seek  the  scent  of  hay 
And  daisy-dappled  mead 

Where  sun-flecked  shadows  play? 
Behold  the  daisy  wilts,  and  all  too  soon 
The  sunshine  fades  and  vanisheth  away 

But  one  hour  after  noon. 
The  cry  of  weeping  babes  is  borne  to  me 

As  from  a  realm  of  Death, 
And  in  the  brief  warm  light  that  lureth  thee 

I  scent  his  chilling  breath. 
Rise  up  with  me  on  wings  to  yonder  height, 

O  Brother  mine, 
Where  dwells  the  ever-shining  light 

Of  Truth  Divine  ! " 
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Tlie  Charioteer 

"  O  Pure  white  steed  as  of  drifted  snow ! 

Thou  tellest  a  truth  I  surely  know, 
And  yet  with  the  dull  dark  steed  I  go 

To  the  rich  sweet  land  that  lies  below  ; 
For  lo  !   There  comes  on  the  western  wind 

The  voice  of  a  maiden  fair  and  kind, 
She  calleth  me,  and  I  cannot  stay, 

Though  Love  should  last  but  a  single  day, 
For  the  sprites  of  Earth  they  press  and  throng, 

And  I  must  follow  for  right  or  wrong. 
Glory  and  honour  I  too  will  seek, 

And  the  power  of  gold,  nor  fear  the  reek 
Of  smoke  with  the  flame — to  Earth  I  fall 

And  follow  her  voices  where  they  call." 

Tempting  Voices  from  tlie  Valley 

First  Voiff — 

"If  thou  wouldst  be  as  God 

(For  God  is  Power), 
Strive  for  the  might  of  gold; 

I  will  unfold 

Its  secret  strength  to  thee  in  one  brief  hour." 

F 
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Second  Voice 

"  If  thou  wouldst  be  as  God, 

(For  God  is  Love), 
Mount  not  above, 

And  thou  shalt  learn  to  know 
How  fierce  burns  human  passion  here  below." 

Third  Voice 

11 0  Man !   Do  not  despise 

The  wisdom  and  the  wonder  of  the  Earth, 

Tis  thine  by  birth; 
The  sweeter  joys  of  mirth 
And  laughter  as  of  wine, 

These  shall  be  thine; 
Or  if  in  idleness  thou  wouldst  recline, 

Yet  thou  shalt  see 
Earth  clothe  herself  in  blossoms  all  for  thee." 

Then  the  chariot  sped  where  the  dark  horse  led 
Down  from  the  mountain  high 
To  the  vale  below, 
Swift  they  fled 
Till  gathering  clouds  of  a  purple  red 

Obscured  the  noonday  sky. 
"  Alas  ! "   then  sighed  the  charioteer, 
"  By  shadow  and  cloud  this  truth  is  clear : 
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Laughter  and  love  and  wine  and  mirth, 
The  power  of  gold  and  the  joys  of  Earth, 

Flit  and  fly  in  a  breath; 

And  the  shriek  of  pain  and  the  moan  of  grief 
Are  the  only  prayers  for  man's  relief, 
And  the  creeping  mist  of  the  blind  man's  death 

Is  all  that  the  blind  men  know." 

The   White  Steed 
"Power  and  Love  and  Joy  are  true, 

They  shine  as  the  morning  star, 

But  they  dwell  not  here  in  the  vale. 
Before  that  dawn  when  Earth  was  new 

They  were  as  now  they  are. 
But  the  whirling  wheels  of  time, 

And  the  reek  of  the  mist-cloud  here, 
Must  blind  your  eyes  and  chill  your  souls 

To  all  but  Hope  and  Fear." 

T/te  Dark  Steed 
"  Alas  ! "  said  the  dusky  steed, 

"I  have  found  but  a  fading  flower, 
For  the  sun  that  shines  in  shadow-land 

Shines  but  a  single  hour. 
To  the  snows  that  gleam  beneath  the  sky 
I  too  would  mount — but  the  hill  is  high." 

F  2 
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The  Charioteer 

"  O  Courser,  pure  as  the  drifted  snow 

Rise  on  thy  wings  once  more ! 
Draw  me  away  from  the  land  of  woe, 

Me  thy  charioteer ! 

For  my  heart  is  grieved  sore, 
Up  the  road  to  the  mountain  crest 

Where  the  sun  shines  clear." 
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An  Egyptian  Vigil 

*"PHE  fiery  sun-boat  sinks  into  the  night, 

The  skies  grow  red  awhile, 
A  single  sail  gleams  in  the  sunset  light 

Upon  the  sacred  Nile; 
Osiris  dies  once  more,  and  shining  day 
Falls  victim  to  dark  Set's  resistless  might. 

Beyond  the  western  bank  the  temples  stand 

In  silent  majesty, 
While  Nephthys  draws  her  veil  across  the  land, 

And  jackals,  far  away, 
Howl  to  Anubis  in  the  desert  plains, 
Dark  shadow-forms  amid  the  trackless  sand. 

Yet  though  the  magic  power  of  gentle  sleep 

O'er  quiet  Egypt  reigns, 
Within  the  temple  patient  watch  they  keep 

Until  the  starlight  wanes; 
Still  in  the  dark  the  priests  are  waiting  here, 
All  rapt  in  holy  thought  and  silence  deep. 
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Majestic  columns  in  the  deep'ning  gloom 

Gigantic  grown  appear, 
All  crowned  with  capitals  of  Lotus  bloom, 

And  far  and  near 

In  endless  vista  to  the  watchers'  sight 
Those  mist-like  forms  of  magic  pillars  loom. 

Their  eyes  are  set  upon  an  opening  small 

To  sparkling  night, 
Beyond  the  aisle,  high  in  the  temple  wall, 

Until  the  light 

Of  royal  Sirius  shall  enter  there, 
When  priests  in  adoration  low  shall  fall. 

At  length  the  time  hath  come,  and  flashing  clear 

Supremely  fair 
They  see  the  long  expected  star  appear, 

And  all  may  share 

Brief  rapture  in  the  Temple  as  they  pray, 
For  now  the  star-god  Sirius  is  near. 

The  precious  moments  fly,  the  peerless  star 

Hath  shed  his  ray, 
And  now  beyond  the  holy  shrine  afar 

Hath  passed  away. 

Once  more  the  world  awakens  from  its  dream, 
And  youthful  Horus  girds  himself  for  war. 
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Isis  hath  veiled  the  stars  and  Set  is  slain 

As  daylight  gleams, 
By  might  of  Horus  shedding  o'er  the  plain 

His  shining  beams; 

For  radiant  Ra  destroys  the  serpent  vile, 
And  great  Osiris  now  resumes  his  reign. 

Note. — This  poem  was  suggested  by  the  description  of  the 
Egyptian  temples  oriented  to  certain  stars  in  Sir  Norman 
Lockyer's  "Dawn  of  Astronomy." 

Nephthys  =  the  goddess  of  Twilight,  twin  sister  to  Isis,  the 
Dawn. 

Anubis,  the  jackal-headed  god. 

The  murder  of  Osiris  by  Set,  the  god  of  darkness,  each 
night  is  avenged  by  Horus,  the  rising  sun,  each  morning. 


To  "  Ra,"  my  Cat,  on  his  Recovery 
from  Illness 

13ORN  in  the  shadow  of  that  pillared  fane, 
Where  graven  forms  of  sacred  Egypt  stand, 

"  Ra  ! "     Named  from  Ra  that  shining  o'er  the 

land 

The  dragon  of  the  dark  by  day  hath  slain. 
He  pictured  on  papyrus  doth  remain 

Beneath  the  Persea  tree  with  sword  in  hand, 

A  sun-bright  cat. — But  thou  art  soft  and  bland, 
With  love-lit  eyes  as  moons  that  wax  and  wane. 
Dear  feline  friend !  Thy  purring  morning  song 

Greets  my  return  from  Dreamland  unto  Day, 
With  joy  betimes  thou  leapest  on  my  bed. 

Apep  had  well  nigh  borne  my  cat  away 
With  dread  disease,  but  Ra  avenged  thy  wrong 

And   brought    thee    back   from    Tuat  and   the 
Dead. 

Note. — "  Ra"  was  born  in  the  British  Museum  and  named 
after  Ra,  the  Egyptian  sun-god,  who  is  represented  in  the 
"  Book  of  the  Dead  "  in  the  form  of  a  cat  cutting  off  the 
head  of  Apep,  the  serpent  of  darkness,  with  a  knife  beneath 
a  Persea  tree. 
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A  Lament  on  the  Death  of  my 
Yellow  Cat,  "  Ra." 

May  25th,   1910. 

T  N  the  "  Sektet  boat "  of  the  evening, 

Sailing  away  with  the  light, 
To  the  shadow-land  of  "  Tuat " 

The  sun  hath  slipt  from  sight; 
The  flowers  of  the  morn  are  folded 

With  the  joys  of  the  shining  noon, 
And  day  as  a  dream  has  vanished 

In  the  light  of  the  spectral  moon. 

Red-gold  child  of  the  sunbeams, 
"  Ra  "  of  the  burnished  hair ! 

Passed  from  the  land  of  the  living, 
My  friend — how  dost  thou  fare? 
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Where  is  the  heart  that  loved  me? 

Where  is  the  soul  I've  seen 
Dawn  in  the  eyes  and,  kindling, 

Burn  in  their  golden  sheen? 

"Ra!"    Thou  hast  learned  the  secret 

Veiled  in  the  sunlight  here, 
Thou  hast  passed  the  Gate  before  me 

In  a  cloud  of  pain  and  fear : 
But  hid  in  the  sphere  of  spirit 

I  dream  that  "Ra"  is  nigh, 
Here  in  the  rooms  he  haunted, 

Sitting  and  watching  by. 

Never  again  I'll  see  him 

Stretched  in  the  sunshine  bright, 
Nor  watch  him  gently  slumber 

Beside  the  fire  at  night; 
Or  hunt  the  ball  of  paper, 

All  quivering  to  a  spring, 
That  (poet  in  his  fancy) 

He  made  a  living  thing. 

There's  somewhat  ta'en  from  the  sunshine 
(With  "Ra"  it  passed  away), 

And  somewhat  from  the  gladness 
And  beauty  of  the  day, 
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For  to  the  land  of  "Tuat" 

My  shining  "Ra"  is  fled, 
But  I  think  my  thoughts  will  reach  him 

In  the  country  of  the  dead. 

Note.— "The  Sektet  boat"  is  the  boat  in  which  the 
ancient  Egyptians  believed  the  sun,  or  Ra,  sailed  when  he 
set,  passing  below  this  world  into  "  Tuat "  or  Hades. 
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To  the  Statue  of  Sekhet  in  the 
British  Museum 

OTRONG  Sekhet,  lion-like  divinity, 

Brought  hither  captive  to  a  dim-lit  land 
Of  mist  and  rain,  who  loved  the  burning  sand 
And  the  clear  shining  azure  of  the  sky. 
Full  thirty  centuries  have  fleeted  by 
Since  he  who  graved  thy  form  with  mortal  hand 
Passed  hence  away,  and  here  thou  yet  dost  stand 
Amid  thy  peers,  in  solemn  majesty ; 
Thy  gentle  sister  Bast  we  love  to  greet, 
But  Sekhet  in  her  power  is  never  known, 
Nor  felt  the  scorching  fierceness  of  her  heat, 
In  this  cloud-haunted  country's  softer  clime, 
Where,  reft  of  worshippers,  her  form  of  stone, 
Changeless  as  Deity,  hath  conquered  time. 

NoU. — The  lion-headed  Egyptian  goddess  Sekhet  repre- 
sents the  scorching  heat  of  the  sun  ;  the  cat-headed  Bast  its 
gentle  warmth. 
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"DEHOLD  the  judgment  passed,  and  fled  my 

fears, 

The  balance  stands  at  Truth;  my  soul  is  free 
To  choose  the  happy  fields,  or  sail  with  Thee, 
Ra,  in  Thy  sun-boat  of  the  million  years, 
To  follow,  spite  of  terrors  and  of  tears, 
Through  the  dim  shades  of  Tuat,  there  to  see 
Those  serpent-guarded  gates,  nor  would  I  flee 
Enchained  Apep  hissing  in  mine  ears ; 
I  would  be  with  Thee,  Ra,  throughout  the  dark, 
E'en  as  amid  the  shining  hours  of  day. 
There  is  no  joy  without  Thee,  so  I  pray : 
Let  me  behold  Thy  Presence  and  be  fed 
By  hearing  of  Thy  words,  for  thus  the  dead 
Draw  life  from  Ra,  within  his  sacred  bark. 

Note. — It  was  believed  by  the  ancient  Egyptians  that  to 
each  soul,  after  having  been  weighed  in  the  judgment  hall  of 
Osiris  and  found  "  true,"  the  choice  was  offered  between 
material  happiness  in  the  Elysian  Fields  and  the  more 
spiritual  joy  of  sailing  in  the  boat  of  the  God  Ra  for  ever. 

Tuat  =  the  Egyptian  Hades. 

Apep,  the  serpent  of  darkness,  is  chained  at  dawn. 

Each  gate  represents  one  hour  of  the  night,  and  is  guarded 
by  a  serpent. 

See  Dr.  E.  A.  Wallis  Budge's  Guide  to  the  Sarcophagus 
of  Seti  in  the  Soane  Museum. 


The  British  Museum  (Night) 

"DRIEF  is  the  time  when  silent-winged  Sleep 
Lulls  the  loud  turmoil  of  a  London  night, 
And  to  the  watching  planets'  steadfast  sight 
Unfolds  the  secret  garish  Day  doth  keep 
From  those   that   toil   and   haste  and  those   that 

weep, 

And  those  that  in  a  round  of  pleasure  blight 
The  lotus  blossom  of  the  heart's  delight, 
Rooted  in  peaceful  waters  still  and  deep. 
Familiar  sights  in  such  brief  moments  seem 
Transformed — These  colonnades  and   pillars  rise, 
And,  veiled  in  mystery  of  midnight,  loom 
To  wondrous  height  beneath  the  starlit  skies, 
Fluted  with  softer  light  and  deeper  gloom, 
Majestic  as  a  temple  in  a  dream. 
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The  British  Museum 

T  T  ITHER  from  mists  of  ages  fled  and  past 

Are  come  the  gods  of  each  and  every  clime, 
And  in  these  silent  halls  in  calm  sublime 
They  stand — Osiris,  Isis,  Horus,  Bast, 
Zeus  and  Apollo — 'tis  a  throng  too  vast 
To  name  or  number  in  a  song  or  rhyme. 
And  yet  methinks  these  gods  of  ancient  time 
Are  all  but  gleams  of  One — the  First  and  Last. 
One  sought  and  longed  for  since  this  human  race 
Assailed    high    Heaven    on    fluttering    wings    of 

prayer ; 

Thus  in  the  grey  Museum  standing  there 
A  temple  to  the  Unknown  God  I  see, 
Who,  wrapt  in  veil  of  sculptured  deity, 
Sheds  through  each  form  some  radiance  from  His 

face. 
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